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"Do you have any opinions?" asked Commander John 
Koenig as he and his comrades scrutinized the small 
planet pictured on the viewing screen in the Central 
Control Centre. 

'The computer read-out is incomplete due to the in- 
sufficient data we've amassed about the tiny planet, 
but I feel that the initial prognosis is favourable," 
stated Professor Victor Bergman as he stared at 
the screen. "My own opinion is that the planet has 
several basic qualities which favour colonization. Our 
mechanical sensor probes indicate that it has ample 
vegetation and breathable air. The air, however, is 
much thinner than the air we are accustomed to 
breathing and it may produce a 'light-headed' or 
'giddy' effect I" 



"The intoxicating effect of the thin air is a minimal 
concern," interjected Dr. Helena Russell. "It could 
produce hallucinations, but the human body is a very 
adaptable organism. It will gradually make 
allowances so, in time, there will probably be no ill 
effects caused by the breathing of the thin air. I 
suggest an exploratory visit to the planet to determine 
its true potential as a prospective 'new' earth. The 
total absence of terrestrial life forms has made me a 
bit suspicious I III reserve passing judgment on the 
planet until I visit it." 

"I, too, think that a visit to the planet is necessary at 
this point. It is very unusual that a planet with such 
lush vegetation is totally devoid of terrestrial forms," 
stated Bergman. 
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"I'm ready to go," admitted Koenig. "How about 
you, Alan ?" 

Captain Alan Carter smiled at the three serious- 
faced outcasts from Earth. "I've already notified the 
launch bay to prepare an Eagle for immediate lift- 
off I" he replied. 

The key personnel of Moon City quickly proceeded 
to the adjoining launch bay and boarded the Eagle 
that had been made ready for them. The pre-flight 
check list was swiftly read and seconds later, the 
refugees from Earth were speeding through dark, 
endless space toward the unknown planet they hoped 
would be their new home. 




The sleek craft darted through the void of unex- 
plored space and homed in on the mysterious, spin- 
ning globe that had no name. The distance between 
Moonbase Alpha and the planet was swiftly covered 
by the speeding Eagle. 

Touchdown occurred minutes later. When the hatch 
of the Eagle opened, its occupants marvelled at the 
sight before them. 

"It's a jungle! The whole planet is a jungle," 
stammered Carter as his foot touched the surface of 
the planet for the first time. "There are all sorts of 
strange, hideous-looking plants as far as the eye can 



see. This is like a tropical rain forest gone mad I The 
plants are monstrous mutants!" 

"Remember, Alan, these are alien plants," replied 
Bergman as he joined the Captain. "Who can say what 
odd abilities they possess ? Who can even guess at how 
they get the food or what they eat? Perhaps they can 
even read our thoughts." 

"If they can, they won't like what I'm thinking 
about them," answered Carter. "This entire planet 
reminds me of an overgrown weed patch I" 

Koenig and Helena had joined their fellow ex- 
plorers; and they were all enjoying a good laugh at 
Carter's comment when suddenly, they experienced 
strange, tingling sensations deep inside their skulls. 

It wasn't painful, nor was it unpleasant. Total 
euphoria was the only way to describe it. Nothing in 
the universe mattered I They were at peace — totally, 
entirely, completely at peace ! 

It was then that the voice of the siren first spoke to 
them. The mellow, enticing female voice begged 
them to enter the foliage I It spoke to them inside 
their minds and told them to enter the jungle. First one 
voice and then another and then a chorus of voices 
pleaded with the visitors from Alpha. 

"Come to us I Come into the jungle I We want to em- 
brace you I Come to us !" the voices whispered. 

Carter couldn't resist the lure of the sirens. He 
stepped forward toward the dense undergrowth. A 
hairy, vine-like tentacle wrapped its deadly coils 
around his hypnotized form and began to squeeze the 
life breath out of his lungs. 

Seeing their comrade choking, gagging and strug- 
gling for his life snapped the others out of their spells. 

"Fire at the roots I" ordered Koenig as he drew his 
stun gun. The deadly beams of concentrated light 
sliced through the vegetation like many keen-edged 
scythes. Carter was free. 

The exploration party quickly retreated to their 
Eagle and blasted off. They had found a hostile, 
lethal environment where they'd hoped to find a 
peaceful habitat in which to create a new civili- 
zation. The quest would continue endlessly. The 
Planet of Sirens was only one of the million specks of 
dust that made up the cosmos. Perhaps a new Earth 
was waiting — somewhere in deep space I 
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"Our spectroscope indicates an atmosphere corn- 
posed chiefly of methane, nitrogen, and carbon gases. 
If oxygen ever did exist here, it has been depleted or 
destroyed. There are no indications of life." 

Commander Koenig had transmitted this in- 
formation to Professor Victor Bergman in Moonbase 
Alpha. "Very well, John," Professor Bergman replied. 
"Are you returning now?" 

Koenig peered into the television screen, momen- 
tarily undecided. 

"We've still got a few hours before you begin to 
draw out of range, Victor," Moonbase Alpha's com- 
mander answered. "We'll land and try to determine 
exactly what happened here." 



Captain Alan Carter manoeuvred Eagle i over the 
arid terrain of this dry, brown planet. A tiny, silvery 
speck was visible in the vast dome of space. It was 
Earth's runaway moon to which Eagle I would return 
after investigating the planet which Commander 
Koenig had hoped would be capable of supporting 
human life. 

"Look, Commander I" Captain Carter said. "That's 
the ruins of a great city. And those vast depressions look 
as though they might have once been great seas." 

Commander Koenig stared at the television screen. 
The lens was on zoom and he could plainly see other 
cities built on what had once been the shores of large 
bodies of water. 
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Captain Alan Carter guided Eagle I lower, crossing 
the largest city below, then coming back. John Koenig 
saw what appeared to be level, clear space near the 
centre of the ruined city and the space pilot landed the 
shuttle gently. Around them there was a dismal grey 
jumble of shattered burned - looking structures. 
Suddenly, Koenig grunted. 

"Look, Alan I" he exclaimed. "There are skeletal 
remains in the streets. I'm going to investigate." 

Carter saw the bones and they worried him. "Do 
you think it's wise, Commander ? There may be 
radiation fall-out or..." 

"There isn't, Alan. Our sensors would have detected 
anything like that." Captain Carter said no more as 
John Koenig swiftly donned the silvery suit which 
would protect him from the contamination outside. He 
donned the transparent bubble helmet, checked his 
oxygen supply, spoke to Captain Carter on the radio 
and then moved to the air-lock through which he could 
safely exit. 

As the air was released, the atmosphere of this 
strange planet flooded the exit port. Commander 
Koenig climbed down to the surface, noting the 
gravity, which was not as great as Earth's had been but 
which was about twice that of the lunar surface. 

He switched on the built-in camera which would 
photograph the environment every five seconds. It 
would be valuable for analysis later. Commander 
Koenig walked to the first skeletal figure lying on the 
hard, grey surface. It looked like a kind of street paving 
Koenig had never seen before. And the skeleton was 
unlike any living thing the man from Earth had ever 
seen. Koenig reached out and turned the roundish por- 
tion which had apparently been the head. At his 
touch, it crumpled to ash. He realized he couldn't bring 
a complete skeleton back to Alpha. 

After thirty minutes, Captain Carter's voice sounded 
in his ears. 

"Time to return. Commander," Carter reported. 
"Our base will pass out of range in another hour." 

In the air-lock, Koenig removed the disposable suit 
he had worn, careful not to touch anything on which 
dust or debris might have settled. Divested of this 
outer covering, Koenig pushed the 'open' button and 
stepped back into Eagle I. Then, he re-opened the exit 
port doors and ejected the contaminated items he had 



used. The interior of the air-lock was then flushed and 
irradiated with gamma rays. Both John Koenig and 
Eagle I were uncontaminated. 

Or so Commander Koenig thought. Back at Moon- 
base Alpha, Alan Carter and John Koenig were ad- 
mitted to a van which shuttled them lo Dr. Helena 
Russell's domain, Moonbase Alpha's hospital. 

Through glass ports in the van, Dr. Russell studied 
both men. They showed nothing until infrared light 
had bathed both figures. Then, Commander Koenig's 
right hand emitted a whitish glow. 




"Oh, no," Helena Russell breathed. "Some life form 
exists on his skin." 

Technicians examined John Koenig's skin through 
the ports. Helena Russell analysed, fed figures into a 
computer, and she returned fifteen minutes later. 
Nozzles were attached to fixtures on all sides of the 
sealed van. Then, at a signal from the beautiful 
physician, both men were bathed in a fine spray that 
tasted sixty seconds while both men shut their eyes 
tightly and did not breathe. Then, a rinsing spray was 
employed. Now, when the infrared lights bathed the 
men, there was no contamination. Dr. Russell signalled 
a technician and the van was opened. 

Koenig emerged and looked at Dr. Russell. "What 
was it, Helena?" 

"A fungus, John. It was spreading rapidly until the 
fungicide we used destroyed it. If we hadn't caught it 
in time, Moonbase Alpha would've been wiped out." 

John Koenig nodded. Another deadly peril of 
unknown space had been dealt with but there would 
be more. He sighed. Would they ever find the home 
every inhabitant of the runaway moon prayed for 
night and day? 





New hope was kindled amongst the occupants 
of Moonbase Alpha as the moon drifted nearer 
the lush, earthlike world - but danger awaits . . 
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MICRO 



"Do we have a sensor scan of the planet?" inquired 
Commander John Koenig as the Eagle craft containing 
Dr. Helena Russell, Professor Victor Bergman and 
himself sped towards the tiny, mystery world they'd 
stumbled onto in the deep, dark regions of unexplored 

"Yes, John, we have a data read-out," replied 
Bergman in his usual stoic tone. "The computer scan 
confirms that there is alien life on the strange, 
miniature planet. The sensors can determine if life 
exists, but they cannot determine the structure or 
makeup of alien life forms without more information. 
What type of aliens we will find, I do not know, but we 
will definitely find life on that planet," stated Bergman. 

"I wish we could stop referring to what may well be 
our new home as 'that planet'. Since we discovered 
it, I think we're entitled to name it," said Helena as 
she stared at the central viewing screen on which the 
planet was visible. 

"It may already have a name since some form of 
native life exists on it, but I don't see anything wrong 
with giving it a temporary name. Do you, Victor?" 
asked Koenig as he manoeuvred the Eagle into the 
planet's atmosphere. 

"Give it a name, Helena I The honour is yours," 
replied Bergman. 

"Thank you, Victor. I'll be happy to name it," 
answered Helena. "Since the entire planet is a micro- 
scopic reproduction of Earth and it is only about the 
size of North America, I am going to dub it Micron," 
she said. 

"Micron is a perfect name for the planet," said 
Koenig as he prepared to touch down on the surface of 
the tiny world. 

"Welcome to Micron," quipped Bergman as the 
Eagle came to rest on the new and unexplored world. 
"The air is breathable. We won't need space suits," 
announced Victor as he checked the sensor scopes. 

"There is certainly a strange collection of alien 
vegetation growing on Micron," commented Helena 
when the hatch of the Eagle opened to allow the 
Alpha crew to exit. "There seems to be no biological 
order. It's uncanny I" 

"Rather than ponder the causes of such unusual 
plant formations, I suggest that we proceed to search 
for the dominant life form," proposed Victor. "I 
hypothesize that whatever fell out of space onto this 
planet took root and grew. That might account for the 
lack of single species dominance." 

Before Bergman could finish explaining his theory 
to his comrades, the ground beneath their feet began 



to tremble. At first, it appeared to be a mild tremor 
that would rapidly pass. Then, suddenly, unexplain- 
ably, it began to increase in intensity. 

The refugees from Earth fell to the ground and clung 
to the soil of the alien world in a useless attempt to 
steady themselves. 

Soon, they realized that the terrible, violent shaking 
was more than just an ordinary earthquake. Micron 
was crumbling, breaking up, exploding I The entire 
planet was splitting right down to the core of the 
miniature world. 

"Get back to the Eagle I We've got to blast off from 
this planet, immediately I" shouted Koenig as he fought 
to regain his balance. 

Frantically, they got back on their feet and 
staggered toward their space vehicle. Luckily, they 
reached the ship. Quickly, they prepared for 
immediate lift-off. 

The Eagle slowly rose from the surface. When a 
suitable altitude was attained, Koenig used the mas- 
sive power of the ship's rockets to flee to the outer 
limits of space where they were safe. 

Koenig, Bergman and Russell watched on the view- 
ing screen as the planet they had named Micron began 
to splinter and crack. The circular mass of soil and 
foliage was breaking open. 

They realized that what they were watching wasn't 
the destruction of a tiny planet. A world wasn't going 
up in smoke. Life wasn't being snuffed out. There was 
no life on the surface of Micron I The living creature 
their sensor scan had detected was inside Micron ! 

This strange speck of dust floating aimlessly 
through the outer limits of the universe wasn't a 
planet. It was a hollow shell I It was an egg I Micron 
was a gigantic cocoon with bits of dirt and vegetation 
lying on its outer surface. 

Suddenly, the entire planet shattered. A huge, 
winged insect emerged from the dark, inner regions of 
Micron. The monstrous, alien bug immediately 
launched itself into space and zoomed off into the 
unexplored regions of the universe at supersonic 
speed. 

"My god I" stammered Koenig as he watched in 
amazement. "Micron wasn't a planet 1 It was the 
cocoon of a gigantic space insect I" 

There were no explanations for what had tran- 
spired. Some of the mysteries of dark space are 
beyond the scope of human comprehension and 
intelligence. There would never be any answers to 
their many questions about Micron — for Micron never 
really existed I 



